16   THE VOYAGE TO  SOUTH  AMERICA

I can only say in the words of the poet, " It was not night, it
was not day"; neither the clothes people wore, nor the food
they took, nor their times of downsitting and uprising had
anything to do with the hours of light and darkness. By
Saturday, however, the weather was better, meals were estab-
lished, and things generally more civilised. We had another
bad gale somewhere in the latitude of Finisterre, being hove to
for thirty hours, but were subsequently very little troubled
with seasickness. The second Sunday out, April 6th, we ex-
perienced a short interlude of calm, and I discovered that not
only does a sailing ship not travel in bad weather, but that
When it is really beautifully smooth she also has a bad habit of
declining to go. Anyway, we held our first service, and '* O
God, our help " went, if not in Westminster Abbey form, at
any rate quite creditably.

Mr. Ritchie had decided to take two sides of a triangle, first
west and then south, rather thkn run any risk of being blown
on to Ushant or Finisterre; a precaution which, in view of the
proved powers of the boat to hold her own against a head wind,
he subsequently thought to have been unnecessary. After we
left the English shores we only saw two vessels till we were
within sight of Madeira, and some of our Brixham men, who
had never been far from their native shores or away from their
fishing fleet, were much impressed with the size and loneliness
of the ocean. "It was .astonishing/' said Light, "that there
could be so much water without any land or ships," and he
expressed an undisguised desire for " more company."

Somehow or other we had all come to the conclusion that we
would put into Madeira, instead of going straight through to
Las Palmas, for which we had cleared from Falmouthu The
first land' which we sighted was the outlying island of the
group, Porto Santo. This was appropriate on a voyage to the
New World, as Columbus resided there with his father-in-law,
who was governor of the place; and it is said that from his
observations there of driftwood, and other indications, he fiist
conceived the idea of the land across the waters, to which he
made his famous voyage in 1492. Our mate entertained us
with a tale of how he had been shipwrecked on Porto Santo, the
yacht oij. which he was serving having overrun her reckonings
as. she approached it from the west; happily all on board were